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And in these days there is weeping and wail- 
ing and lamentation throughout all the land, 
for the spirit of Merry Christmas and the spirit 
of Happy New Year have laid hold upon this 
nation, and woe and grief and bitterness of heart 
are the fruits thereof. 

For in these days every man spendeth more 
than his income, and mortgageth his revenue, 
and maketh himself bankrupt, and the end 
thereof is weeping and wailing and gnashing of 
teeth, and the emptying of pocket-books. 

And the gifts that are given shall be received 
in unthankfulness, and the givers shail be de- 
spised, and he who receives shall say unto him- 
self: “Lo, now, I could have got the same at 
the dollar-store, and likewise could have put it 
into a box marked ‘Tiffany,’ and great would 
have been the saving thereon. For have I not 
returned this gift with a jewel of great price 
from Starr’s, and where is mine own return 
therefor ?”” 

And now the young man fetcheth a compass 
and goeth about the city, and beateth his brains 
up against a stone wall and striveth to bethink 








Isaacs unto that young clergyman; and the 
same is a Jew. 

And he shall deal with the clergyman, and 
shekels shall be passed between them, yea, even 
shekels of gold and of silver and of paper; and 
when that Jew goeth forth from the house of 
the clergyman, he shail bear with him certain 
slippers, yea, verily, and likewise various shav- 
ing-paper cases. 


For lo now, I say unto you, there is guile in | 
Gilead as well as elsewhere, and the promul- | 


gator of the truths of the Gospel getteth left no 


_oftener than the rest of his species. 


Selah. 





ONE GUM. 





Just about this time the average man goes 
through the closets, trunks, boxes and _ barrels 
to find his last year’s overshoes. After he has 
been looking around for some time he finds 
one shoe, and then he is comparatively happy, 
because he imagines the other one is some- 
where near by. So he redoubles his efforts, 
and turns everything over again, and feels 
happy because he hasn’t got to go and pur- 
chase a new pair. Just then his little boy, who 
is about eight years old, and too innocent to 
keep still, states that his brother, a boy of 
twelve, cut the other overshoe into strips and 
wound it into a ball, and put it inside of a 
home-made base-ball to make it bounce. Then 
the father grabs the larger boy, and hammers 
him with a boot so well that when he gets 
through the boot is about ready to be half- 
soled. But while he is out buying a new pair 
of overshoes, that boy who has been thrashed 
coaxes his brother off into a quiet place, and 
hammers the life half out of him for telling on 
him, -And the next time the old gentleman 


is hunting for an odd overshoe that little boy | 


himself of what he may give to the maiden of will keep still, and, when questioned, say he 


his choice. And when he hath made himself 
anuisance throughout the town, and hath priced 
all that there is to be bought within the city, 
and hath made himself the abhorred of shop- 
keepers, he maketh an end, and buyeth him a 
blotting-pad set with diamonds, and sendeth it 
to her after whom his soul yearneth. 

And this being done, he waiteth in perturba- 
tion and perspiration until such time as he shail 
receive acknowledgement .thereof. And _ he 
shall receive no acknowledgement; nay, but in 
return he shall get a green book-mark with a 
blue inscription thereon. And the said inscrip- 
tion shall be his own name. And the name 
shall be spelled wrongly. 

Also at this season the widowed aunt of the 


small boy, she whose husband was a just man, | 


and a deacon of the Methodist Church, casteth 





avout in her mind for a present that may be | 


fitting for her nephew. 
nephew is John, and the age of him is twelve 
years, 

And she goeth unto a toy-shop, and she is 
shown a velocipede, and a tool-box, and a base. 
ball lay-out, and various other things the like of 
Which do delight the heart of youth, And she 
passeth by all these things, saying only: ‘These 
be worldly.” 

And she goeth unto a book-store and buyeth 
a Bible, and she giveth it unto the lad. And 
the lad kisseth her upon the cheek, and saith: 
“ Lo now, yea verily, I thank thee, aunt. Selah.” 

But I say unto you, that lad goeth off and 


getteth into a quiet place and communeth priv- | 


ily with himself, and maketh use of the word 
which he hath heard his father speak afore- 
time, 

And the name of that word is Damn. 

Now also is the young clergyman overwhelmed 
and covered wholly over with an avalanche of 
slippers and of shaving-paper cases. And on 
the day following the day called Christmas 
there shall come a man by the name of Solomon 





And the name of the | 





knows nothing about it, whether he does or not. 
































Purkerings. 
A SipE-WaLK—The Crab’s, 
A BLUE Birp—The Turkey. 
A Skin-GaME—Stuffing Sausages, 

‘THE HousE SURGEON—The Plumber. 


THE “ RESURGAM’’ BAKING-POWDER is the 
latest. 





‘THE GLass OF FasHION— A Champagne 
Cocktail. 


A CoMEDY OF THE RESTORATION—The Feu- 
ardent- Cesnola trial. 


AN AFTER-DINNER SPEECH — “ S’pose we 
(hic) join—join the ladies?” 


‘THE PLAY-HOUSE that ’s a tinder-box 
Soon becomes a cinder-box. 


WE HOPE it is not true, as rumored, that one 
of America’s most graceful and patriotic poets 
is about to enlarge his already picturesque name 
to ‘Thomas Dunn English As She Is Spoke. 


You AsK me why, though ill at-ease, 
‘The cocktail made of gin I drink, 
And I reply: Because | think 

The cocktail then is just the cheese. 

—Baron Ten, 


WHEN A man walks along the street shiver- 
ing. these fine mornings, it is hard for him to 
realize that in a few months he will be running 
away from the city again to splash in the ocean, 


AND ON these snowy mornings 
What doth your visions balk ? 
Why, of course, the hideous rasping 

Of the shovel on the walk. 


THE MisTRESS of a fashionable boarding- 
house can look about fifty uncomplimentary in- 
terrogations in one glance directed at the indi- 
vidual who has the temerity to dive into the 
pickle-jar with the sugar-tongs. 


NE’ER STEP too boldly on the snow 
‘That does the paving-stone enwreath, 
For a slippery spot 
Of which you wot 
Not muchly may exist beneath, 


THERE Is so much satirical talk about the 
smallness of our navy that we think it about 
high time the United States cleared itself by 
exhibiting its navy in some dime-museum, that 
the people might go and see for themselves, 


OH, FoR a balmy summer night, 

Oh, for a gay mosquito-bite; 

Oh, for the tree-toad’s rasping aria, 

Oh, for the mist of old malaria 

On these 

Cold days, when your ears and noses freeze. 





THE MAN who gives a barrel of flour to a 
starving family never puts his name down for 
a thousand dollars for the renovation of a pop- 
ular church, in order that it may appear in the 
public prints. And it may also be said that , 
the man who makes it his business to donate 
sums of money to churches and cyclone suffer- 
ers, and puts his name down for publication, 
and not merely as a guarantee of good faith, 
never sends a barrel of flour-to a starving fam- 
ily. And the moral of this little fact should 
teach us that there is a great deal of difference 
between genuine and autograph charity. 
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‘Tay! 
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Brown :—* Confound it! Did you see me kiss this lady?” 
Boy :—‘‘ Well, I’m not stone-blind.”’ : 
Brown :—** Here’s fifty cents—you needn’t say—” 

Boy :—*‘ Oh, it’s all right. I’ve made over ten dollars off of her this summer and fall.” 











BALLADE OF THE RESTORED GINVALID. | 





Oh, I am the man that was wheeled in a chair, 
When the flowers of the spring-time last did grow, 
When field and forest their green did wear, 
I was all tied up in a knot of woe. 
Every one thought I would have to go 
Under a fathom of grave-yard soil; 
Now I can spar, and ride, and row, 
Because I have dropped upon fusel-oil. 


The rheumatism was everywhere— 
If I had n’t been bald as a coot, you know, 
I believe ’twould have got a grip on my hair— 
And it twisted my manly frame up so 
That I got a bid from a circus-show 
To exhibit myself as the Living Coil; 
Now I am straight from head to toe, 
Because I have dropped upon fusel-oil. 


I wore my bones pretty nearly bare, 

With walking around on my right el-dow, 
Now I can rave and romp and tear, 

And shovel and hoist and dig and hoe, 

Knock John L. Sullivan out with a blow, 
And the six-day records I now can spoil; 

I’m as supple as rubber, and soft as dough, 
Because I have dropped upon fusel-oil. 


ENVoI. 
Scoffer and skeptical cuss, go slow! 
The rheumatism has found its foil; 
I could stand on my head in a ton of snow, 
Because I have dropped upon fusel-oil. 








THE CHRISTMAS MANIAC, 


It was a most distinguished company. Never 
in the history of the lunatic asylum had so 
many eminent persons visited the establishment. 
President Arthur, Lord Tennyson, the Czar of 
Russia, John Kelly, Adelina Patti, the Prince 
of Wales, William S. Holman and others of 
equal reputation were in the party. Under the 
guidance of the Superintendent the visitors went 
through all the wards, and looked with kindness 
and sympathy on the specimens of wrecked 
humanity. Painful and terrible were the sights 
upon which they gazed. The male lunatics 
were not less sorrowfully interesting than those 
of the softer sex. 

‘There was the young girl who had been dis- 
appointed in love, and had become the victim 
of the most acute form of melancholia. Then 
came the majestic old maid who imagined that 





she was Queen Elizabeth, and had constructed 


for herself a throne of old soap-boxes, She 
wore a crown of newspaper, and grasped for a 
sceptre a fragment of an umbrella. 

Among the men were a few violent ones, but 
the majority were harmless. There were many 
potentates who fancied that they ruled over 
countries of more or less importance. There 
were several great poets and authors, and the 
usual number of generals and statesmen. 

Most of these patients seemed ‘very much 
pleased with the visitors, and talked to them in 
the most affable manner. It was a red letter 
day in their calendar. There was, however, 
one of the inmates who appeared to keep aloof 
from the rest. He was well and fashionably 
dressed, and there was nothing about him in 
manner to indicate that he was not perfectly 
sane. 

“T should like to talk to that man,” said 
President Arthur to the Superintendent: ‘He 
seems so intelligent and gentlemanly in his 
demeanor, Will you introduce me?” 

“I am sorry,” answered the Doctor: “that I 
cannot do so. If I did, we should have to put 
him into a straight-waistcoat, and lock him in 
the padded room over night. 
fuses to make new acquaintances. Let a 


the year, and he becomes very violent indeed.” 





That man re- | 


| 


“Does he imagine himself to be Timour the | 


Tartar or Alexander the Great?” 

“‘ Nothing of the sort.” 

“Does he labor under the delusion that the 
whole world is at his feet??? asked Adelina 
Patti. 

“He has no delusions of any kind.”’ 

“But, Doctor,” said the Czar of Russia: “the 
mere fact of a man not wishing to make new 
acquaintances cannot surely be considered a 
form of dementia.” 

“Tt i so, nevertheless, may it please Your 
Imperial Majesty, and under the circumstances 
there are very good reasons why he should be 
here.” 

“Doctor!” exclaimed several of the party: 
“‘we wish you would introduce us to this strange 
man, in order that we may see the effect.” 

“Tt is a cruel experiment,” replied the Doc- 
tor: ‘but, considering the exalted character of 
the visitors, I will gratify you; follow me!” 

The Doctor led the way to the apartments of 
the tccentric patient. They were elegantly 





stranger talk to him, especially at this time of | 22Cboly. 








furnished. The book-shelves were crowded 
with the works of the best authors; on the walls 
hung rare paintings, and a handsome upright 
piano, on which was a violin, formed part of the 
furniture. The patient lifted his eyes from his 
book and bowed graciously. 

“Now watch,” said the Doctor, as he led 
President Arthur forward: ‘“ My friend,” he 
continued, addressing the lunatic: “this is 
Merry Christmas-time, and I want to introduce 
to you Mr.—” 

‘The sentence was not finished, for in another 
moment the whole party were scampering along 
the corridor, pursued by the handsome but 
furious patient armed with a chair and poker. 
His eyes flashed angry fire, and his face was 
livid with rage and passion. When the fugitives 
had reached a place of safety, the Doctor 
laughed: 

“He'll be all right by-and-by—he’ll cool off 
in about an hour. Rather a rough sort of thing 
to do, though.” 

“Can you tell me that man’s history?” in- 
quired the Czar. 

“Yes, Your Majesty, I heard it from his 
friends when he came under my charge. No 
man ever started in life under better auspices. 
He was naturally of a generous disposition, and 
even on a slender income took great delight in 
making presents to his friends. 
a young lady without sending her a bouquet the 
next day. His florist’s bill, when he earned but 
a thousand dollars a year, was at least one-fourth 
of that amount for that time. Business pros- 
pered with him, and the value of his gifts in- 
creased with his prosperity. His circle of ac- 
quaintance, was very large, and very happy were 
they who knew him, for they were always sure 
of costly presents at Christmas. ‘This gener- 
osity on his part naturally made him very pop- 
ular, and everybody sought his friendship. He 
spent one summer at a fashionable Saratoga 
hotel, was introduced to all the eight hundred 
guests in it, and naturally sent each one of them 
at Christmas a handsome token of his regard 
and esteem. ‘This cost him ten thousand dol- 
lars. ‘Then he journeyed to Europe in a large 
Cunarder. He made the acquaintance of every- 
body on board, with a like result. Four hun- 
dred of the cabin-passengers were all liberally 
remembered by him at Christmas. 

““On the homeward voyage he went through 
the steerage of the vessel with some of the offi- 
cers, ‘There were nine hundred emigrants on 
board. He spoke to each one, took their ad- 
dresses, and sent them all Christmas presents. 
In addition to this, there were two hundred per- 
sons in the saloon, all of whom were added to 
his list of persons who had claims on him, Soon 
after his return he was seized with a fit of mel- 
He admitted that it arose from the 
fear that he might have forgotten somebody 
who was entitled to a Christmas present. ‘The 
cost did not concern him in the least, so long 
as his business yielded him a good income. 
Then came a monetary panic in which he did 
not suffer; but his anxiety was so great that it 
ultimately developed into a mild form of in- 
sanity. He believed firmly that it was neces- 
sary for him to make each one of the fifty mil- 
lion inhabitants of the United States a gift at 
Christmas, and he was not quite certain that 
every human being on the face of the globe 
was not entitled to recognition in the same way. 
Then his friends interfered. They sent him to 
me, and you know the rest. He leads a calm, 
happy and peaceful life; but under no circum- 
stances will he allow strangers to make his ac- 
quaintance. He thinks he will be obliged to 
give them Christmas presents. 

“ That is the story, and .t appears to me, Mr. 
President,’? added the Doctor: “that this pe- 


| culiar patient and I are the Only sane men in 


the place.” 
B. B. VALLENTINE, 
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“ HE DIDN’T KNOW. 





The other day, as a train on the Pennsylvania 
road was whirling out of Grinder, a man stop- 
ped the conductor, who had just entered the 
car, and said: 

“Can you tell me who started the story of 
Washington and his little hatchet ?” 

“ T cannot,” replied the conductor, who made 
an effort to walk away. 

“Hey!” said the traveler. 

The conductor turned and came back. 

“Sit down for a minute; I want to talk to 
you.” 

The conductor sat down. 

“Who was the man in the iron mask ?”’ 

“T don’t know,” said the conductor. 

“Who wrote the Junius Letters ?”’ 

“Never heard of them,” replied the con- 
ductor. 

“ Who sawed Courtney’s boat ?” 

“Can’t tell you.” 

“Do you know the cognomen of the indi- 
vidual who gained fame and notoriety by car- 
oming upon the picturesque dial of the late-la- 
mented W. Patterson ?” 

“TI do not.” 

“ Who is going to be our next President?” 

‘IT don’t know.” 

“Will he be a Democrat or a Republican ?” 
inquired the traveler, 

“That I am unable to say,”’ replied the con- 
ductor. 

“If a Congressman goes to Congress only 
with a view to making money, how much can 
he make if he has average good luck ?” 

The conductor shook his head negatively. 

“Who invented the ‘thirteen puzzle’ ?”’ 

‘Never heard,”’ replied the conductor, as he 
worked his punch on the air. 

“Why are brewers always fat and rosy ?”” 

The conductor again shook his head in a 


manner to indicate that that was a subject upon 


which he was not posted, 


ae ; . | 
“Then, why is a poet always pale and thin ?” 


“Don’t know anything about poets,” re- 


sponded the commander-in-chief of the snail- 
train, as he rubbed a lustre on one of his brass 
sleeve-buttons after almost blowing his life out 
on it. 

“Why is pie unwholesome ?” 

“T ain’t Dio Lewis!” responded the railroad 
official, haughtily. 

“What’s good for chilblains ?”’ inquired the 
traveler. . 

“T ain’t an M. D., sir!” 

“ What are the best rules to be observed in 
fattening turkeys for the table ?” 
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FEsTIVE SOUL:—*« Ladies in?” 


_ Potice DoorMan:—** No, but never mind that; come 
In, anyhow!”? 





“Don’t know anything about agriculture,” 
responded the railroad official, as he took his 
cap off and brushed his hair back out of his 
eyes with his hand. 

“ Now, suppose you owned a farm.” 

“Yes,” smiled the R. R. official. 

«‘ And suppose there was a big swamp in it.” 

“Ta 

“ And suppose that fenugreek should get into 
that swamp.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then how would you: get the fenugreek 
out?” ~ 

Then the railroad man got mad and said: 

“Why do you ask me all these questions ?”” 

And the traveler replied: 

“Because I have always heard that railroad 
men never know anything about a railroad. 
They never know where the train stops for din- 
ner, or the time when the train leaves one 
place or arrives at another. And as they never 
know anything about railroads, I thought I 
would ascertain if they know anything on any 
other subject. ‘That’s why I have questioned 
you.” 

And as the conductor left, he looked as though 
he would like to grab the traveler by the ear 
and punch that useful member like a ticket 
about fifty or sixty times. R. K. M. 





Ir 1s stated that many girls wear seal-skin 
sacques in order that they miay eat all the ice- 
cream they want. 








NEW YEAR'S NONSENSE. 











Younc Lapy:—‘* Oh, Mr. Prettyfull, you have put 


the goblets in your hat!” 


Mr. PRETTYFULL:—‘‘Why, you see (hic), it’s to bal- 


ance me—see?”’ 
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THE BANK TELLER. 


He is the envy and admiration of everybody, 
from the little boy who comes in for change of 
five dollars to the merchant seeking a renewal 
of his note. ‘lhe charming grace and playful 
dexterity with which he handles the twenty- 
dollar notes would capture the heart of a Bow- 
ery pickpocket. 

He is rarely polite, almost invariably giving 
his answers in monosyllabic grunts, This is prob- 
ably done in order to discourage any undue fa- 
miliarity that might arise from his being agree- 
able to customers, and thus detract from the 
calm dignity of his exalted position. 

This is unfortunate, as, no matter how cranky 
you may be by nature, you invariably feel, after 
having a check cashed, like offering him a cigar 
as a slight token of your admiration and good- 
will, and yet you hesitate to do so for fear of 
offending his dignity. 

Yes, he is a very difficult character to ap- 
proach—except with a detective-warrant—and 
the only time of day that he can be safely pro- 
pitiated is just a few minutes before closing. 
Come in, say, at a quarter before three, when 
he is balancing his cash, and lay down a large 
deposit consisting chiefly of one and two-dollar 
bills. His countenance will immediately light 
up with undisguised delight, and he will smile 
upon you sweetly, and engage in an interesting 
conversation on the theory of evolution or some 
other popular topic. ' 

Whenever you have occasion to ask him a 
question, and he happens to be engaged in 
counting a huge pile of bills, wait till he arrives 
at the middle of the pile, and then propound 
your conundrum; but on no account wait till 
he gets through counting, as your presence 
might make him nervous. He condescends to 
descend from the lofty pedestal of his dignity 
during the meeting of the Board of Directors, 
immediately after a Wall Street crash. 

The Bank Teller is, however, a great institu- 
tion. 





Ir 1s called “sponge-cake” because it ab- 


sorbs your gastric juice and trifles with it. 


THIs Is the time of the year at which your 
mother-in-law becomes friendly, and sends a 
barrel of apples to you from the country, and 
a lot of butter rolled up in salted linen. ‘This 
leads to a friendly correspondence, and in two 
weeks the old lady comes down and settles for 
the winter, and expects you to take her to the 
theatre or the opera every night in the week. 





OLp Party :—** Well, what in thunder is it?” 
Younc Party :—* It’s a New Year’s call (hic), don’t 
yer un’stand?” 
OLp Parry :—* Well, go ’way—go ’way!’ 
YounG Party :—** Why, I’ve (hic) jus’ come!’ 


’ 
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~-- DOCTOR DIZART’S DOG. 
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A SKETCH. 





MAN whose mother-in-law had been 
successfully treated by the doc- 
tor, one Gay presented him with 
a beautiful Italian hound named 
Nemesis. When I say that the 
able physician had treated the 

‘ Y mother-in-law successfully, I 

— ¢2* mean successfully from her son- 

; in-law’s standpoint, and not from 

her own, for the doctor insisted on treating her for small-pox when she 

had nothing but an attack of agnostics. She is now sitting on the front 
stoop of the golden whence. 

So after the last sad rites the broken-hearted son-in-law presented 
the physician with a handsome hound with long slender legs and a wire 
tail as a token of his esteem and regard. 

The dog was young and playful, as all young dogs are, so he did 
many little tricks which amused almost every one. 

One day, while the doctor was away administering a subcutaneous 
injection of morphine to a hay-fever patient, he left Nemesis in the office 
alone with a piece of rag-carpet and his surging thoughts. 

At first Nemesis closed his eyes and breathed hard, then he arose 
and ate part of an ottoman, then he got up and scratched the paper off 
the office wall and whined in a sad tone of voice. 

A young Italian hound has a peculiarly sad and depressing song. 

Then Nemesis got*up on the desk and poured the ink and mucil- 
age into one of the drawers on some bandages and condition-powders 
that the doctor used in his horse-practice. 





Nemesis then looked out of the window and wailed. He filled the | 


room with robust wail and unavailing regret. 


After that he tried to dispel his exmui with one of the doctor’s | 


old felt hats that hung on a chair; but the hair-oil with which it was 
saturated changed his mind. 

The doctor had Magenta hair, and to tone it down so that it would 
not raise the rate of fire insurance on his office, he used to execute 
some studies on it in oil—bear’s oil. 


This gave his hair a rich mahogany shade, and his hat smelled and — 


looked like an oil-refinery. 

That is the reason Nemesis spared the hat, and ate a couple of 
porous-plasters that his master was going to use on a case of croup. 

At that time the doctor came in, and the dog ran to him with a 
glad cry of pleasure, rubbing his cold nose against his master’s hand. 
The able veterinarian spoke roughly to Nemesis, and throwing a cigar- 
stub at him, broke two of the animal’s delicate legs. 


| final and complete success. 


After that there was a low discordant murmur and the angry hum | 
of medical works, lung-testers, glass jars containing tumors and other | 
bric-a-brac, paper-weights and Italian grayhound bisecting the orbit of | 


a red-headed horse-physician with dude shoes. 


‘ 
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When the police came in it was found that Nemesis had jumped | 


through a glass door and escaped on two legs and his ear. 


Out through the autumnal haze, across the intervening plateau, over | 


the low foot-hills, and up the Medicine Bow Range, on and ever onward 





| 


sped the timid, grieved and broken-hearted pup, accumulating with | 


wonderful eagerness the intervening distance between himself and the 
cruel promoter of the fly-blister and lingering death. 

How often do we thoughtlessly grieve the hearts of those who love 
us, and drive forth into the pitiless world those who would g!adly lick 
our hands with their warm loving tongues, or warm their cold noses in 
the meshes of our necks. 

How prone we are to forget the devotion of a dumb brute that 
thoughtlessly eats our lace lambrequins, and ere we have stopped to 


_and ingredients, which I can furnish at the same price. Mills for turn- 


| 


consider our mad course, we have driven the loving heart and the | 
warm wet tongue and the cold little black nose out of our home-life. | 


perhaps into the cold, cold grave or the bleak and relentless pound. 


. BILL NYE, 


| 


| 





' down to future generations, along with those of Fulton and Morse and 


THE HON. EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 


HIS ASTOUNDING INVENTION. 
THE Most WONDERFUL DISCOVERY OF THE AGE. A MACHINE THAT WILL 

Turn Our Five Hunprep MILiIon Ecos A Day. BILLIONs IN IT! 

You may well say that progress is the order of the day. 

Light comes pouring in upon the people of the nineteenth century 
from every conceivable direction. 

The steam-engine, the electric-light, the Brooklyn Bridge, Elevated 
railroads and oilymargarine were unknown a hundred years ago. 

And now the world is about to be startled by another great invention. 

This is an entirely new invention, and quite original with me; for 
it is my own idea. I have becn working on it now for many years, and 
success has at last crowned my patient labors. 

It has been known for many years that it is possible to make arti- 
ficial legs, and so I said to myself, one day, if we can make artificial 
legs, why not make artificial eggs? 

The difference is less than one would at first think. 

Artificial legs— 

Artificial eggs. 

Observe the similarity. 

This gave me a cue or a clew, which I followed up persistently to 





Then, again, there is oilymargarine, which has proved such a glo- 
rious substitute for the usual bread and biscuit lubricant; and if it is 
within the province of brains and machinery to make artificiai butter, 
it is too clear for argument that we can as easily make artificial eggs. 

As I have patented the process, I take pleasure in presenting it to 
the world, through the medium of your ubiquitous columns, 

First, then, you lay the foundation of the egg by making the yolk. 
This can ke made of yellow ochre, soft-soap, bee’s-wax and turpentine, 
or any other similar ingredients that are soluble, and that may be held 
in solution. 

Around this you put the whife, which may be made of gelatine, in 
thin and coagulous solution, or of Venice turpentine and benzine, or 
any other substance of an albuminous character, so decimated and 
amalgamated as to closely resemble the Original Jacobs; and then the 
great art is to manipulate these deliquescent substances in such a way 
as to fix the yolk exactly in the centre and keep it there, 

This is the work of expert artisans. No ordinary mechanic or 
artist can do this. It requires years of practice, a skillful and sensitive 
hand, and even then it is not easy of accomplishment, unless the com- 
pounds are reduced to an exact consistency. 

And then the shell! Ah, this is a marvel of mechanical skill! This 
is another evidence of the triumph of genius over the rough and uncon- 
genial asperities of nature. This is high art. 

Lime, calcareous minerals, vitreous cement, Burgundy pitch, Castile 
soap and white-lead are the ingredients. ‘These are ground together, 
and reduced to the proper consistency with fluid alcohol, and then are 
placed in the mould, which opens like a bottle-mould, and when it is 
closed, the compound is blown against the inner side of.the mould, 
exactly like a bottle; then the mould is opened again, the albuminous 
substance, with the yolk poised in the centre, is placed in the shell, the 
mould again closed, to allow the sides of the shell to adhere, and when 
it is dry you have a perfectly encysted ovum. as close an imitation to 
nature as it is possible to make it. When made up into omelette, even a 
connaisseur would not be able to tell the difference. 

The profits of this business are simply enormous. Eggs, as made 
by hens, cost about three to four cents apiece, and then about half of 
them are addle. Our eggs, as we manufacture them, can be made at a 
prime cost of about two cents a dozen, and can be furnished to the trade, 
wholesale, at five cents, leaving a margin of profit of over two per cent. 

Hens may as well retire from the business, ‘Their occupation is 
about the same as gone. Hereafter they will be doomed to early 
execution, in the days of their pullet-hood. 

Another great advantage of our eggs over all others is that they 
never spcil. ‘They will keep for all time, and always be fresh and juicy. 

I want agents to introduce these eggs in all parts of the country. 
Territory for sale at fabulous prices. Farmers, ministers, defeated can- 
didates, members of State legislatures and others who have no profitable 
employment in the long winter evenings will find this a pleasant and 
most eggstraordinarily remunerative avocation. | have all the implements 


ing out these eggs at the rate of over five hundred million a day are now 
in course of construction. 

This is the biggest scheme I have struck yet. It knocks the patent- 
medicine business higher than the peak of Chimborazo.* I am now on 
the high road to wealth, fame and honor, and my name will be handed 











Edison and Keely and the other fellow who invented the sausage-machine. 
I am delirious with joy over my success. I consider myself a great 
public benefactor, and I am ready to be nominated again for President 
of the United States, and trust I will not be counted out this time. | 
Yours excitedly, EPHRAIM MUGGINS. | 
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HOW HE WENT. 





Well, pardner, yer see I’m a-dying, 
I reckon there is n’t much hope, 

Though the doctor, when he come this morning | 
(There ’s the bottle of larracadope 


That he brought; pitch the stuff out o’ winder)— 
Says he, ‘* Don’t yer fear; yer ’ll pull through, 
I’m a dandy, when fever ’s the racket, 
And I think I can knock it for you.” 


But I guess old Doc Grass is mistaken, 
So I ’Il state what I want yer to say, 
When yer write to the folks in Missouri— | 
Yer must send them a yarn right away. 





Just tell em I passed in my checks, Bill, 
But don’t sling it at ’em kerflop; 

Just wrap up the news kinder toothsome, 
So ’s to give ’em an easier drop, 


Say I ’ve bin a good pardner to you, Bill; 
Say I’ve acted right squar’, like a man— 
I guess you can state my character, 
For if you can’t, there’s nobody can. 


Tell the old folks to think of me sometimes, 
For I thought of them up to the last, 

And tell old man Hicks’s gal, Alice, 
That I whispered her name as I passed. 


And tell ’em I died kinder peaceful, 
A-trusting in Him who ’s above, 

And if you miss everything else, Bill, 
Don’t forgit for to send ’em my love. 


Yer know that lone crook’d-looking cedar, 
*Bout twenty-five yards from the spring, 

That stands at the head of the canyon, 
Where you shot that big bird on the wing. 


Right thar ’s where I want yer to plant me, 
And carve out my name on a stone; 

So ’s if some one comes out thar prospecting, 
They ’Il let #zy quarter-section alone. 


God bless yer! old true-hearted pardner, 
I know that yer ’Il grieve for me some; 
But on the bright ranch over there, Bill, 
I'll watch all the time till you come. 
S. H. D. 








A LEAF FROM THE DIARY OF A SYSTEM- 
ATIC YOUNG MAN. 








Fanuary 1st.—Dressed myself with extreme care, and 
glanced over my calls. I know that the custom is dying 
out, and that it is no longer considered fashionable; but 
it suits me to take this mode of paying off social obliga- 
tions. Let me make some memoranda. 

My first call will be on the McMuffins, Know what I | 
shall get there. No spread; but old McMuffins will call 
me into the library, and give me ‘a dhrop of the cra- 
thur,” as he calls it. Lots of money, old McMuffins. 
Seven daughters, all single. Mother McMuffins’s orders 
are that none of the girls shall be married until the eldest 
Miss McM. is disposed of. She is thirty-four. I have 
my eye on Miss Mamie McMuffins. She is the fourth, 
and not bad-looking. I suppose I must wait patiently. 

The next on the list is the family of the Squeegees. 
Young and gushy. Old 


Two girls—Lulu and Rosina. 
woman an invalid. Mean sort of cuss, the father. Cuts 
down the salaries of his clerks, and is known down-town 


as a regular cheese-parer, There will probably be a 


spread at the Squeegees’; but it will not be bountiful. 
Lemonade about as thin as the circus article—this is 
usually made by dropping the skin of a lemon into a pail 
of Croton-water—some stale cake and a few dyspeptic | 
apples. 


The Smyths come next. A big house; showy people. 


Live on Fifth Avenue, above their means. Wonder 
what I shall get there? Let me think. What did they 
give me last year? I know; coffee, cakes and ice-cream. 


Yes, and there was some claret-punch. I hate that kind 
of hog-wash. Perhaps, if they receive, they may have | 
sense enough this year to give their visitors at least a de- 
cent glass of sherry. The Smyths are very proud of 
their name because it is not Smith; and the family is | 


really quite an old one. They call themselves Knicker- | 


bockers; but I have discovered the truth. Their great- 





| under the delicacies of the season! 
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great - grandfather was a butcher-bcy, and afterward 
earned considerable reputation as a maker of sausages. 
The Smyths now put on a great deal of style, and 
have a box at the Metropolitan Opera House. But I 
must not forget the Bananieros. They are American- 
ized Italians, The girls have rich dark velvety eyes 
It is said that old Bana- 
niero used to shine boots for a living, and when business 


and hair as black as Erebus. 


was bad would turn his attention to the sale of matches 
by the box. 
good Chianti and an unlimited supply of spaghetti. 


At their house I am certain to get some 


Must positively manage to see the Grumleys. A 
duty call. 
Her husband is of English descent, and a Minnesota 


Mrs. Grumley is a very fat Scotch woman. 


backwoodsman. He always looks awkward in his 
clothes. Should 
not be at all surprised to find on the table plenty of beer, 


He made money in pork and lumber. 


Scotch whiskey, and some thick ham-sandwiches. Must 


call on Dr. Atomkix. He is a homceopath. He does 
not doctor me. Nor have I any respect for homceopathy ; 
but I visit him, nevertheless. 
There is an attraction there. It is a young woman. 
The only thing against her is that her father is a crank 
on the subject of medicine. I look upon all men who 


call themselves homceopaths as cranks. But Dr. Atom- 


; kix does carry out his theory of infinitesimal doses in the 


matter of eating and drinking. How the table will groan 
Partridge, quail, 


| boned turkey, oysters in every style, game-pie, hot soup, 


fruit—and no one has in his cellar a finer or a greater 
variety of wines than Dr. Atomkix: And I must stop, 
or the mere enumeration of these things will make me 


lose my appetite. I shall try to strike the house about 


| two o’clock, and shall be there the remainder of the day 
| with—ah! but shall I write her name? Zenobia—there, 


I have written it. What a darling she is! All is now 


ready, the coupé is at the door—I am off. 








The Art Age is published monthly by the proprietor, 
Mr, Arthur B. Turnure. Number four is notable not only 
on account of its interesting contents, but also for its 
graceful typography. 
page in four different languages; so that other nationali- 


There is a circular on the first 


ties besides our own may have their esthetic appetite 
appeased in some degree. 








Answers For the HAurions. 


WHEELMAN.—Much obliged—but they’re a little too 
technical. 

WEIGH OFF,—No, you cannot weigh down on the 
Swanee River. 

WiLL R.—Certainly. 
at your own risk, 


Only you have got to be funny 


Bo He.—Good enough; but too much of it. Too 
much pie for the plate. 

ALPHEUS.—We understand your case. This season is 
apt to produce a gloom that permeates the innermost sap- 
pinesses of a man’s spirit. But that isn’t any reason for 
letting depression overpower you, and burst out in comic 
poetry. Control your feelings and be a man. 

Loon A. TicQuE.—So you went and told the sexton, 
did you, and the sexton tolled the bell? Well, you and 
the sexton are a little bit belated on that joke. If you 
had lived in Hood’s time you might have had a show 
with it; but at present it isn’t worth its face value. 

JAMES MULREADY.—It ail depends. 
cow that broke into the Collector’s pasture—why, then, 


If it was your 


it is one thing; butif, on the other hand, it was the queer 
little baby with the top-joint of his thumb off who accused 
the carpenter of circumlocution—why, dear boy, we may 
be wrong, but that’s the only way in which we can look 
at it, 

S.S.S.—Thank you for the information. Yes, we 
are well aware of the fact that the man who directs our 
foreign policy is a scamp, a sneak, a cutthroat, a vile 
ignoramus, a horse-thief, a hypocrite, a liar and a venal 
perjurer. But it was left for you to call him a weather- 
prophet and a plumber. 


*‘ The Story of Nell Gwyn” is a handsome volume, 
with a portrait of the lady. John Wiley’s Sons have un- 
dertaken to let the world know all about the famous act- 
ress through the medium of their publishing house. The 
book contains also some sayings of Charles the Second. 
We have not undertaken to learn them by heart; but 
they are probably quite as wise as those of the late Mr. 
Brigham Young, Peter Cunningham is the man who re- 
lates the story, which originally decked the pages of the 
Gentleman's Magazine, a publication much affected by 


British swells. 
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THE HOTEL DOG. 





I met him in Western Pennsylvania, and he 
was the most sociable of all the sociable dogs I 
ever met. As I walked up to the hotel he was 
sitting on the door-step with tears—-caused to 
flow by the early winter wind—coursing slowly 
down his cheeks. When I had almost reached the 
door he fixed both eyes upon me in a rather 
pathetic sort of way, as though he had seen me 
somewhere before, and was puzzling himself to 
place me. 


He was naturally a very savage-looking dog, | 
and his ears, perhaps more than anything else, | 
served to inspire fear in the human breast. He | 


was a low, thick-set, stocky dog, about three- 
quarters bull, and so bow-legged that each pair 
looked like a croquet-wicket. His tail, or rather 
what was left of it, was too short for any boy 
to tie a can to, provided any boy could be 
found who would care to undertake the contract. 

In short, he hadn’t tail enough to wag, and 
when anything struck him so favorably as to 
cause him to feel justified in making a wild 
demonstration of joy, he wriggled the smali 


of his back in a manner which showed that he | 


quite forgot his misfortune, and fondly dreamed 
for the time being that he had a tail, and that 
it was wagging in perfect harmony with the 
dictates of his heart. 

He hadn’t any ears to speak of. They were 
removed, probably, in his puphood, and they 
were removed so clumsily that the dog found 
it impossible to look dignified, even upon serious 
occasions. If he stood up in a bold and de- 
fiant attitude, it was only to become an object 
of good-natured satire. But in other respects 
those ears were of service to him, ‘They made 
other dogs, who could have eaten him up with- 
out half trying, sneak along behind fences, be- 
cause they thought he had lost his ears fighting, 
and figured up his ability by the absolute game- 
ness it must have required to go through such 
ordeais. 

Besides, as he had no ears or tail to cling to 
and chew, and as he always wore a collar about 
two inches wide, they concluded they would be 
too greatly handicapped to have any chance 
with him. 

‘Those vagabonds little dreamed that the ears 
of the hotel dog had simply been rounded off 
clumsily with a pair of shears, and that he had 
never fought in his life; but was always noted 
for the gentle manner in which he avoided dis- 
sension and courted peace. 

And yet, in spite of the fact that he was a 
quiet, house-loving dog, it was difficult not to 
identify him with the fighting-dog when the 
stumps of his ears were erected by some pass- 
ing excitement. ‘They looked like a couple of 
clain-shells, 

And then he was so good-natured that he 
would answer to any name. Call him Jack, and 
he would walk right over and make friends with 
you, and you would conclude Jack to be his 
given name, If you were to call him Lydia 
the next moment, he would come to you on a 
clumsy amble so full of pathos that it would 
melt your heart, and you would feel sure that 
Lydia was his middle name. 

I thought | detected in this insinuating quad- 
ruped the elements of a subtle fraud, because 
he looked as pathetically and affectionately at 
every one else as he did at me. He would oc- 
casionally exchange winks with the proprietor, 
who was standing behind the desk, in a man- 
ner that satisfied me that they were in collu- 
sion, and that the extreme good nature of both 
was only affected for the sake of business. 

‘They looked as though they had been trained 
in the same school, and I fancy yet that if any 
traveler had had the temerity to walk out with- 
out liquidating his indebtedness, that dog would 
have reminded him of his mistake. 

As I sat in the waiting-room, reading a paper 


| by the large open fire that was crackling pleas- 
antly away, I was somewhat surprised to see the 
good-natured face of the dog thrust gently un- 
der the lower part of the paper, after a few pre- 
liminary rubs on my knee with his nose. And 
when he thrust his head under the paper, he 
rested his chin gently upon my knees and looked 
calmly up in my face. And as he did this a 
sort of half-remembered home- feeling came 
over me, and I thought of the old days when I 
was dog-struck myself. And as the dog looked 
at me so fondly, so intently, my suspicion of his 
_ collusion with the hotel man was removed. 

‘Then I thought. I would see if he was in any 
way like the dogs I was once acquainted with, 
So I gently raised my foot on his back, and 
worked my heel up and down his spine a few 
times. In an instant he was raking his side 
with one of his hind-legs; then he stopped and 
raked the opposite side of himself with the other 
hind-leg until he was almost exhausted. After 
this he cast a grateful look at me, fell on the 
floor like a gentle benediction, and rolled a- 
round to his heart’s content. 

Then he walked up and down the room, 
| and rubbed himself against my shins as he 
passed, And every time he rubbed against me 
it seemed to do him good, for his face sparkled 
| and glowed, and he wore his heart in his eyes, 

He was just like the dogs | used to know on 
Long Island. It is all right to say that boys 
will be boys; so will dogs be dogs. Neither ever 
change much, and this fact may probably be at- 
tributed to the two coming together, and finding 
so much sincerity and good-fellowship in each 
other’s society. ‘There we sat and looked at 
each other, and in a sort of mellow day-dream 
I floated back about fifteen years, and never 
realized that I was not a happy school-boy un- 
til I looked up from the earnest gaze of the dog, 
and found myself in a strange room among 
strange faces. 

When the train left that afternoon, I looked 
out of the car-window, and saw the dog sitting 
on the door-step, as though trying to see me off; 
and he was sitting there still as the train rolled 
around a curve and swept him from my vision. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 
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Pink pretty cheeks of beauty, moved 
By melting mood to be 
So close to mine, that, though reproved 
By stiff propriety, 
I cannot curb a wish to test 
Your blush-bright bit of bliss, 
Pregnant with joy as birds that rest 
Where small winds meet and kiss; 
It makes my sad soul sick to know 
Deception dwells in you, for, though 
Your darling owner’s low voice speaks 
Nor praise nor blame— in truth 
You get your glow, pink pretty cheeks, 
From Judkin’s ** bab of Youth’! 
i E. W. 





THE Manhattan for January prints a poem- 
called “The Door-keeper”; but it doesn’t say 
anything about that dignitary picking up a 
would-be dead-head and throwing him head 
first out into the sewer. 





I sup, I slide, I gloom, I glance, 
Where citizens in pride walk; 
And then I ride upon my back 
Along the city side-walk. 
—Baron Ten, 


A YOUNG MAN recently ascertained that they 
had a certain grade of whiskey for sale for family 
use, and called for the pocket-edition. He got 
a flask. 
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A LITTLE BLACK ELEPHANT. 
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OLD BACHELOR.—‘ Here, policeman, I found this this morning.” 
MEMBER OF THE FINEST,—* Well, you know, ‘findings is keepings.’ ” 
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LOGAN'S PLAN TO GET RID OF THE SURPLUS. 
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LOGAN :—*‘ IT’LL MAKE A MAGNIFICENT CAMPAIGN FUND—AND HELP MY LITTLE BOOM NICELY.” 


The Senate was hardly organized before Mr. Logan introduced two 
bills, one ‘for pensioning prisoners of war who were confined in Con- 
federate prisons during the late war,” and the other ‘to equalize’the 
bounties of soldiers, sailors and marines of the late war for the Union.” 


—New Vork Sun, Dec. 17th, 188}. 





A SPOILED CHILD. 


UNSPOILED BY BIRCH. 








Mr. Adolphus Mario Smith was the only son 
of a wealthy merchant. Young Adolphus being 
an only son, was always allowed to do as he 
pleased, and was, in every sense of the term, a 
spoiled child. When he was seven years old, , 
he one day climbed up on a barrel and appro- . 
priated a jar of currant-jam, and after he had 
eaten all he could, he thought it would be a 
good joke to paint the dog with it. 

The dog was a sleek bull, as white as snow, 
and when young Adolphus put on the first 
daub, it struck him that it would be a brilliant 
idea to keep on decorating the patient quad- 
ruped until he should have every appearance 
of being a cardinal coach-dog. 

When he had the dog about half covered | 
with jam his father came home from business, 
and as the dog saw him enter the house his joy | 
knew no bounds. 

He jumped away from the youthful decora- 
tor like a flash of lightning, and in another in- 
stant he was barking his wild heart-felt joy, and 
jumping up on his master’s shirt-front in order 
to lick his face properly. Every jump he made 
he wiped about a yard of jam off on Mr. Smith, 
and then, to vary matters, he ran across the 
room and jumped into Mrs. Smith’s lap, and 
rolled around until she looked like a circus- 
poster. 

Now what did they both do? Did they stop 
thinking of everything else and grab young 
Adolphus Mario Smith, and dance all over him, 
and then remove him to the barn and thrash | 
him for ten or fifteen minutes with a rake, and 
then put him to bed without any dinner? | 





_ the boy pulled her down again. 


They did nothing at all to 
They thought it a 


They did not. 
disturb young Adolphus. 


| capital joke, and an unmistakable evidence of 


the great precocity of their child. 

On another occasion he took a pair of scis- 
sors and cut all the hair off the cat. Ina like 
manner he cut the feathers off a number of 
chickens about the place, and he was not in- 
terfered with or punished. His parents laughed 
at it over the table and told all their friends 
about it. 

A short time after this Adolphus noticed that 
the cat had a great habit of climbing up a 
maple-tree out in the yard to get out of danger. 
Whenever a dog would bark, or some boy 


would shout “scat!” the feline would fly up | 


that tree like a squirrel. 

So Adolphus caught the cat, tied a long 
stout cord to her tail, and gave her a kick. In 
an instant the cat was up in the tree, and then 
Up went the 


cat once more, only to be hauled back. This 


thing kept up until the string slipped off the | 


cat’s tail at about five o’clock in the afternoon, 
The cat and Adolphus Mario Smith never met 
afterward, 

This will show how Adolphus was spoiled, 
and why he neglected his business, when grow- 
ing up, by going out at noon to play pool for 
drinks and staying two hours, and telling his 
employer that he had to stand on a line an 


hour at the stamp-window in the post-office, ' 


It will also show why he stays out until all hours 
of the a. M. piaying poker. 
But he would be a good boy to-day if he had 


been knocked out with a fence-picket about | 


ten times a day at that period of his life when 


he was decorating the dog with currant-jam | 


and trying sanguinary egperiments on the cat. 


| on butter. 





BUTTER. 





I have been asked to write a scientific article 
I am sorry that I have never given 
that exhaustive and patient study to the subject 
which is necessary in all scientific writings. But 


| I will try to do my best; and, at all events, I 


cannot fail, for I have it on very good authority 
that there is no such word, 

I have always been accustomed, when about 
to write a scientific article, to go first to the 
dictionary and find out the exact meaning of 
my subject. In this way I have at once avoided 
many serious mistakes in subject matter, (some- 
times called “ printers’ blunders,’’?) and at the 
same time have often dispelled some ortho- 
graphical misconceptions of my own, which 
might have prejudiced my manuscript in the 

_eyes of the editor. 

| Accordingly I assail the subject of butter by 
| thrusting my finger in at the second chapter of 
Mr. Webster’s delightful litthe monograph on 
the English language, and turning to the adver- 
satives, “‘ but,”’ etc., find that “butter” is de- 
scribed as “an oily, unctuous substance, ob- 
tained from cream or milk by churning.” 

I believe Mr. Webster is nearly right. If he 
had added that butter was of two kinds, bald 
and hirsute, he would have been more abso- 
lutely correct. But then, classification is no 
part of definition. It is my part to elassify— 
Mr. Webster’s to define. 

As this is, I believe, the first purely scientific 
article ever written on the subject of butter, 1 
shall take the liberty of being somewhat precise 
in my classification. I shall first divide the 
kingdom Butter into two great sub-kingdoms, 
| as foreshadowed in my criticism of Mr. Web- 
ster’s definitions. 

I. Butterus hirsutus or Hairy Butter; and 

Il, Butlerus kus, Smooth, or Bald Butter. 

Butterus hirsutus is of three kinds: 1. Goats; 
2. Grocer’s butter; and 3. Oilymargarine. 
Bald butter comprises but two kinds: 1. Farm- 
er’s butter, and 2. Axle-grease. 

Of the three kinds of hairy butter the first is 
the strongest, the second the most hairy, and 
the third the freshest. ‘The distinction between 
the two kinds of bald butter is that the first 
comes in tubs and the second on hubs. Farmer’s 
butter is most used at the North, axle-grease at 
the South. 

1 once bought a pound of grocer’s butter, and 
had it delivered at the house. When I came 
home in the evening, 1 noticed -that my wife 
| had a new switch on her head of remarkable 

size and glossiness. I was about to fall into a 
| tremendous passion—for it was only the day be- 
| fore that I had cautioned her about hair-dress- 

ers’ bills—when she put her hand playfully 
| over my mouth, and whispered: 

“Hush, hush! it was the butter.” 

She then went on to explain that she had ex- 
tracted with her own hands a ten-dollar switch 
from thirty cents’ worth of butter. That night 
I was a poor man, ‘To-day | am a bloated 
millionaire, and wear diamonds. I invested in 
grocer’s butter and made switches, 

“ Oleomargarine”’ | have had in the house; 
but I never could make anything out of it, ex- 
cept by selling the name to novel-writers at an 
advance of ten per cent a pound. It makes a 
very pretty name for sentimental heroines. 1 
have a large and choice assortment of the first 
three syllables still remaining, which I will sell 
in lots, at prices to suit the trade. 

Of goats I think the less said the better. 
They are a very inconvenient kind of butter to 
handle. My wife keeps a goat, which she calls 
William—after me, I suppose. But William and 
I are not friends. 

There are only two ways to get along com- 
fortably in the same family with a goat. One 
is not to go near him, and the other is to keep 
away from him altogether. I have tried both 
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ways; but still I am by no means personally 
exempt from experience on the subject of goats. 
I have known William intimately—sometimes 
more intimately than at others—for more than 
six years. If he were not my wife’s dearest 
protector, I think I should cut him for good. 
I should do it just behind the ears. 


Farmer's butter is pretty good—that is, it is | 
It comes in tubs, as I have already | 


very dear. 
stated, and when it is not strong enough to carry | 
the tub, the farmers wrap it in pieces of old | 
salted linen, and this gives it strength. 
are very fond also of putting what they call 
‘‘butter-color”? into the tub, to take away the 
death-like pallor of its contents. I have been 
accustomed to buy my carrots in this way for 
several seasons past, and I find it a great saving. 
‘lo be sure, the butter is not quite as nice as the 
pure lard-like product would be; but it looks 
better in company, and then, too, “ gilt-edged” 
and “ golden seal” are such beautiful and high- 
toned expressions for the head of the table to 
use, as he loads up the butter-plates and slings 
them around to each guest. 

Axle-grease I never tasted—never had a 
burning curiosity to, either. It is said to be 
very popular in Southern hotels, but that 1 can 
not vouch for by experience.- I have been con- 
templating a trip South; but think I shall hold 
off until I can afford to have a Saratoga trunk 
made with refrigerator compartments, so that I 


can carry fifty or a hundred tubs of farmer’s | 


butter along with me. PauL PASTNOR. 








THE GHOST OF THE “ PINAFORE.” 

It was midnight—mid-last-night. 
man with an auburn complexion, curly red 
teeth and alabaster hair was standing at the 
junctien of Broadway, Sixth Avenue and Thirty- 
fourth Street. He was gazing upon the star- 
strewn fields of illimitable space which glim- 
mered above him in etherial mildness, A sad 
and thoughtful look was on the young man’s 
countenance. His curling lip spoke a whole 
epic poem — 

«¢ Each eye a sermon, and his brow a homily.” 

Thought and sorrow were written all over 
him, from the crown of his once shineful dicer 
even unto the soles of his pegged-out shoes. 
Ever and anon his dexter hand slid slowly but 
surely into his overcoat-pocket and drew forth 
a small but significant brown bottle. The 
young man élevated this to his lips and slowly 
raised its bottom toward the silent far-off stars, 
while a soft and melodious gurgle fell upon the 
chill wind of night. When this operation was 
compieted, the young man sighed a sinful, sigh- 
ful sigh. Suddenly he started, shuddered and 
glanced around in a frightened manner. ‘Then 


Farmers | 


A young | 


he hurriedly consulted his pocket-companion ' 


once more, 
surrounding gloom, and rubbed his eyes. What 
was it he saw ? 


Again he started, peered into the | 


A few yards away, approaching him with | 


steady, resistless sweep, was a wagon drawn by 
a horse more sorrowful than Rosinante. 
wagon was laden with strange fantastic shapes, 
evidently made of canvas, stretched on wooden 
frames and painted. Here was the shattered 
foremast of *‘ some tall admiral,” with the shreds 
of-a storm-beaten sail hanging from a yard-arm 
There was a section of the bulwarks, old, worm- 
eaten, repulsive. Here again was something 
which looked like the end of a cabin with a 
flight of steps leading to its roof. All were aged 
and rotting. On the front of the wagon stood | 
a ghastly, hollow-eyed spectre, clad in what | 
was once a sailor’s costume, but was now a bun- 
dle of tatters. He was singing—if it could be | 
called singing—in a low mournful tone, an old, 
old tune of days long since dead. When he 


saw the terrified young man holding fast to a | 
lamp-post and vainly endeavoring to draw forth | 


The | 


his pocket-comforter, the grinning spectre leaped 
down from the wagon, seized the youth by his 
sole remaining button, led him a little space 
aside, and thus addressed him: 


*¢Oh, I am the Ralph and the Josephine 
And the Captain, and, what ’s more, 
The Buttercup ana the Dick Deadeye 
Of the ancient ¢ Pinafore.’ 
Don’t look so scared; I ’m giving it straight- 
I’m the band and the chorus, too, 
And the Lord High Ruler of the Queen’s navee; 
I began when the piece was new. 





«* Once we had people for all the parts, 
But that was long ago. 

Our Josephine lost her voice and died; 
She ’s buried in Ohio, 

And the Lord High Admiral, he would gag 
Till he ’d lost the original text, 

And the manager filled him with bullet-holes; 
And that ’s how he died next. 


‘¢ Then Buttercup, out in a Kansas town, 
Where she ’d been thirty years ago, 

Made love to the man she had shaken then; 
His wife laid her under the snow. 

Ralph Rackstraw sang till he lost his voice, 
And broke all up on the A; 

He was peddled out to a variety-show, 
And he gently faded away. 


«¢ Dick Deadeye grew more cross and sour 
With every note he sang; 

He sang the manager cold and dead, 
And so he had to hang. 

And thus they dropped off one by one, 
As the silent years rolled by, 

Till after awhile there was nothing left, 
Only scenery—and I. 


«‘And though I fain would take a rest, 
There is no hope for me; 

I’ve got to travel through one-night stands 
For all eternity; 

For I am the Ralph and the Josephine 
And the Captain, and, what ’s more, 

The Buttercup and the Dick Deadeye, 

The Admiral and the Hebe spry, 
Of the ghost of the ¢ Pinafore.’ ’ 


—Mw Fork Times. 


WHAT a command of words some men have! 
It took nineteen newspaper lines, or one hun- 
dred and fifty-two words, to hold a single sen- 
tence of Evarts to the effect that the wires must 
| not come down.—Peck’s Sun, 








It must be nice to be a farmer with nothing 

| to do all winter but lie back in the chimney 

corner and drink cider and tell lies about the 

tough storms of his boyhood, when he used to 
walk seven miles to school.— Rockland Courter. 





-_ there is an international agreement about the 
quality of Chinese tea and Brazilian coffee, so it is settled 
by all nations that the tobacco of the Golden Belt of 
North Carolina is par excellence the tobacco for the pipe 
or cigarette. In Blackwell’s Durham Long Cut it is seen 
at its best. That brand preserves this celebrated tobacco 
in its natural purity, all its flavors and fragrances unim- 
paired. 





Lund 
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Lund 


borg’s Perfume, Edenia. 

borg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
borg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
lborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 























S No ‘CiGaRerres have ever attained euch a oudden popularity as the 
Sweet Bouquet.””? The reason is found in their excellence aad purity. 





~ Experience has taught the sufferer from Itching Piles 
to recommend the Swayne’s Ointment. 











IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS TO PUCK. 


We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regu'ar book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical chronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part«f the U. S., $1.00. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
Publishers of Pucx, 
21—25 Warren St. 








FOR WINTER. 


After exposure to intense 
cold, the use of a hot drink 
made of a teaspoonful or 


two of the GENUINE 


BROWNS GINGER 


causes the skin to act well 

















and sustains and refreshes. 
REMEMBER! the Genuine, 
Old-fashioned, real Ginger 
is made in Philadelphia by 
FREDERICK BROWN. 


TRY IT ON. 




















WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, 

STERLING SILVERWARE, 

PLATEDWARE and 
OPTICAL GOODS 





Prices Low, Quatiry Correct, AND 
ASSORTMENT LAkGeE. 


Save money by leaving orders with 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL STREET, NEW YORK. 
Price List Free. EsTABLISHED 1838, 


SPECIAL LINE OF OVERCOATINGS, 
KERSEYS, MELTONS, ETC. 
sae’ Fine Custom Tailoring. Ba 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


S20 omen icestliapet S20. 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and SeLe-measukeMENT Chart mailed on application. 
BrancH Stores IN ALL Principat Citigs. 








SEAL STYVIEsS.a& 
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sere PIANOS v2. 


a ~ First Prize Peon r7 mek S 
6. 
Received First Prize g Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882 
The great success ~nd popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 


SOHMER & CO., 
Nos. 149 to 155 East 14th Street, 
NEW YORK. 





GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878 
BAKER’S 


Breaktast COc0d. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more ecoaomi- 
eal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 











Sold by Grocers jrocers everywhere. 


V. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass, 














SUPERIOR QUALITY—HIGH CLASS 


as 


UNEQUALED IN TONE 
AND DURABILITY. 


the best Dealers 
out Europe —now 
uced in this country 
direct A Manufacturers 

without intermediate profits, 


LARGEIMPORTATION. VERY LOW PRICES FORCASH. 
Send Two-Cent Stamp for Price List. 


C.GAUTSCHI & CO.swWitztenc tno 


Salesroomsat lOISCHESTNUTST. 
Opp. the Opera House, PHILADELPHIA, 


(Call early for good selection and avoid rush of Holidays, 
THE 


lA STYLOGREPH 


(HEARSONS | PATENT U.S.A) SIZE 










A reservoir Penholder, carrying a —_ d pen and sufficient ink 
fur many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c, per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers, It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 


LONDON, PARIS. & NEW YORK. 

















MAGIC LANTERNS 


And Stereopticons, all prices. 





Views illustrating every sub- 
ject for Public Exhibition, &c. A PROFITABLE BUSINESS 
FOR A MAN WITH SMALL CAPITAL. Also Magic 
Lanterns for home amusement. 116-page Illustrated Ca‘ alogue 
free. McALLISTER, Mannfg. Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. Y. 


ALL-NIGHT INHALATION! 

A Positive Revolution in the Treatment of Diseases ofthe Respiratory Organs. 
THE PILLOW-INHALER! 

- This wonderful appliance i is cur- 
ing ** hopeless cases ’’ of CATARRH 
and ConsuMpTIvE diseases. It ap- 
plies Medicated and Curative Air 
to the mucous lining of the Nose, 
Throat and Lungs ALL NIGHT, 
whilst sleeping as usual. Perfecti 
comfortable, safe and pleasant. /¢ 
ts a radical and permanent cure 
Jor Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 
and Consumption. 
estimt oy sent free, 


bef ER Soa, Pa. 








(Being CURED. ) 
Explanatory Circular and Book of 


Address HE PitLow- INHA 
Chestnut St., 


Please mention Puck when writing. 


Morphine Habit Cured in 10 
M te 20 days. No pay till Cared. 





Dr. J. STEPHENS, Lebanon, UOhiw 





$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $8 outfit free. Address 
H. Hatiert & Co., Portland, Maine. 





TO THE SCHOOL-MASTER. 
“You’ve quizzed me often and puzzled me long, 
You’ve asked me to cipher and spell, 
You’ve called me a dunce if I answered wrong, 
Or a dolt if I failed to tell 
Just when to say ‘lie’ and when to say ‘ lay,’ 
Or what nine sevens may make, 
Or the longitude of Kamschatky Bay, 
Or the 1-forget-what’s-its-name lake, 
So I think it’s about my turn, I do, 
To ask a question or so of you.” 


The school-master grim he opened his eyes, 
But said not a word for sheer surprise. 
“Can you tell what ‘ phen-dubs’ means? I can. 
Can you say all off by heart 
The ‘onery twoery ickery ann,’ 
Or tell ‘ alleys’ or ‘commons’ apart? 
Can you fling a top, I would like to know, 
Till it hums like a bumble-bee? 
Can you make a kite yourself that will go 
>Most as high as the eye can see, 
Till it sails and soars like a hawk on the wing, 
And the little birds come and light on its string ?” 
The school-master looked—oh! very demure, 
But his mouth was twitching, I’m almost sure. 


“Can you tell where the nest of the oriole swings ? 
Or the color its eggs may be? 

Do you know the time when the squirrel brings 
Its young from their nest in the tree ? 

Can you tell when the chestnuts are ready to drop, 
Or where the best hazel-nuts grow? 

Can you climb a high tree to the very tip-top, 
Then gaze without trembling below ? 

Can you swim and dive, can you jump and run? 

Or do anything else we boys call fun?” 

The master’s voice trembled as he replied. 

“Youare right, my lad, I’m the dunce,” he sighed. 

— Wide Awake, 


THE wedding-service has been so arranged 
that the bride responds to the usual questions 
after the groom has responded. So we see even 
in the outset of married life woman is bound to 
have the last word.—J onkers Statesman. 

OnE leap-year privilege which ladies will 
appreciate is that of going, in companies of two 
or more, to the opera or theatre without male 
escort—and paying for their own tickets. It 
is jolly, you know.—Chicago Telegram. 


WHEN a school-teacher hastily rises from a 
bent pin, upon whose point he has been grace- 
fully lounging for about a millionth part of a 
second, he gets off a good joke—so the scholars 
think.—Philadelphia Call, 





No New Year’s Table should be without a bottle of 
Angostura Bitters, the world-renowned appetizer of ex 
quisite flavor, Ask for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr 


J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





*,*** The same measure will not suit all circum- 
stances.” But Kidney-Wort suits all cases of 
liver, bowels and kidney diseases and their con- 
comitants, piles, constipation, diabetes, ague, etc. 
At Druggists, $1. 


BEHNING 


PIANOS 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 15 E. I4th ST., N. Y. 


wwe sest. WILSON’ 
LIGHTNING. SEWER 


ousand stitches a minute. 
ahaa first-class Sewing Wecnine 4 the 
world. Sentontrial. Warranted 5 years. 
Goud for Illustrated Catalozue and Circular 
B. Agents Wanted. HE WILSON SEW- 
ING CHINE CO., Chicago or New Yorke 


> Print Your Own Cards! 


with our $3 Printi ry Larger sizes 
for circulars, &c. nee to $75. For young 
or old, business or ~ head ~ Everything 
The easy, printed directions. Send 2 stamps 
MeMels§ for Catalogue «f presses, Type, Cards, 
&c., &c., to the factory. Ke'sey & Co , Meriden, Conn. 

















BAUS PIANOS: 


et in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. Pris a 


ot Betensntone 26 W. 23rd St., N. : . 








- See HT MESH 
Cloth 0 0 CIGARETTES 
THE FINEST. 


13 First Prize Medals. By W. 8S. Kimball & Co. 





WTOB 
Te, * just 
hasers, “ 


times the price. me N.Y. Sun, 
Extraordinary inducements to AGENTS. 
An er new feature: Double 
specimens and particulars free toy 
callers; sent Oy, mail for 4c. in stamps. 
Go-oporative Building Plan Association. 
EEEMAN StT., NEw YORE. 











HOLIDAY GIF Ts. 
A GneaT Amery OF FINE 
Meerechaum Pipes and Cigar Holders. 
© a fine assortment of 
AMBER GOODS ALWAYS ON HAND. 
T 





347 BROOME STREET. (Occidental Hotel). 





HUMOROUS. PATHETIC, DRAMATIC, 


’ 
THE ELOCUTIONISTS’ ANNUAL, No. ll. 
READINGS. DIALOGUES. TABLEAUX., 
Contains the Popular Selections of the Year. Sold by all 
Booksellers, or will be sent, postpaid, upon receiptof price. Two 
Hundred Pages. Cloth, Sixty Cts.; Paper, Thirty-five Cts 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION ‘AND ORATORY, 
(Publication Department), 1416 & 1418 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 





Elegant Imp. Chromo sede, name in new script type, only 
10c., 13 pks. $1, or 10 pks. for $1 and choice free of hand- 
some gold ring, plain, — ay 4 or stone setting, or tortoise 


»-blade knife. NOW & CO., Meriaen, Ct, 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 








Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 


1 


breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 


dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 








JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


So:oBrALl DEALERS TuwRouGHour Ine WORLO, 
GOLD ME*AL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 








TAPE WORM. 


TNFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with st. mp to 
H. EICKHORN, No.6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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PUCK. 








Universally 
acknowledged to be 
the purest and 
finest 


fF A 4 DON CHAMPAGNES 

in existence, 
GREEN SEAL (Sillery Mousseux Superieur). 
WHITE SEAL Cremant d’Ay blanc). 


GOLD SEAL (Grand Cremant Imperial). 
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE. 








SLIF s Excite the appetite, 
% SS moderately “increase 
the temperature of the 
Fs ; " body and force of the 
*) : \ circulation, and = 

tone and strengt 
the system, They Aan 
the best fer On Cocktails. 


Lo WM. M. LESLIE, 


BI t T TE 4 87 Water Street, N.Y. 


















BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing tonic of —_ uisite flavor, eo i we over the 
whole world, cures by psia, Diarth wea, Fever and Ague, «nd all 
disorders of the Dige: ative Or rgans <A few drops imparta delicious flavor 
to @ glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, -nd 
beware of counterfeit:. Ask your grocer or ‘ruggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR: J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
61 BROADWAY, N, ¥, 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 











RUNK, UNGER & CO., 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole Agents for 


Ayala-Chateau dAy 


CHAMPAG NES. 


TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER 
Runk & Unger, Bingen a. Rh. Rhine Wines, 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets, 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs, 
Brandies, etc., "etc. 


“Mama;” said a fashionable New York 
young lady to her mother: “the papers are 
making a great fuss over a Mr. Tennyson, of 
England.” 

“‘Yes,”’ responded the mother: “he has been 
raised to the dear, delightful peerage.” 

‘‘ He has been made a baron, I see,”’ said the 
daughter. 

“Yes; and his wife will be a baroness, I sup- 
pose,” reflected the old lady: “How exqui- 
sitely beautiful it must be to be a baroness!”’ 

“What has he been a-doing of to be made a 
baron ?”’ asked the cultured young lady. 

“What has he been a-doing of ?”’ repeated 
the mother: “why, he is the sole survivor of 
the noble six hundred who made the famous 
charge at Balaklava.—Phdladelphia Call. 


“He began life young,’ remarks a writer, 
speaking of an individual who had risen to 
eminence. That’s the way with most of us. 
We begin life young. If we could begin life 
old, we might be able to avoid the pain of 
teething, the danger of measles and other ills 
to which infant flesh is heir. But it seems to 
be necessary that we should begin life young. 
Somehow, there is no getting over it.—Somer- 
ville Journal, 


THE Irish don’t seem to make much progress 
in Ireland. The condition of the country is 
growing worse all the time. But then you must 
n’t expect everything of a people any more 
than of a person. The Irish are now engaged 
in regulating affairs in America, and you must 
not blame them if now and then something goes 
a little wrong in the old home.— Boston Tran- 
script. 


THE Indians who sell hay to the Government 
out West have been detected placing large rocks 
in the bales, ‘That comes of teaching the In- 
dians to read, so they can study the daily pa- 
pers and become posted in the tricks of white 
farmers.— Peck’s Sun, 


It is said that $300,000 are annually ex- 
pended in Christmas cards in this country. The 
Christmas card for ten cents beats a $5 Christ- 
mas present all to flinders—from the giver’s 
standpoint.— Hartford Post, 


‘THE latest dude story is that a farmer saw a 
couple of those agonizing specimens on the 
street, and exclaimed: 

“Gosh! what things we see when we don’t 
have a gun.”’—TZroy Times. 


A MOLE on the nose indicates that a man will 
be a great traveler—probably to get out of the 
way of people who make personal remarks,— 
Lowell Citizen. 


MAN wants but little here below; but woman 
isn’t so easily satisfied.—Phila, Krontkle- Herald, 
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Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and: premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY O0., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 





Music Boxes. —We call the attention of those in search 
of a handsome and appropriate present to the advertise- 
ment, in another column, of C, Gautschi & Co., Manu- 
facturers of Musical Boxes, Sainte Croix, Switzerland. 
They have on exhibition, at their Philadelphia sales- 
rooms, the finest and largest display of these beautiful 
Swiss instruments ever shown in this country. They re- 
produce the most elaborated pieces of Music, old and 
new, with a brilliancy and accuracy truly surprising, with 
an effect so melodious and perfect as to be absolutely 
wonderful. These Musical Boxes are far superior to the 
ordinary instruments generally sold in this country, and 


need only to be seen, or heard, to be appreciated, 


Ula 
THE GREAT SKIN CURES. 


O cleanse the Skin, Scalp 
and Blood of Itching, Scaly, Pim- 
ply, Scrofulous, inherited and Conta- 
gious Humors, Blood Poisons, Ulcers, 
Abscesses and Infantile Skin Tortures, 
the Curicura RemepiEs are infallible. 
Cuticura RESOLVENT, the new Blood 
Purifier, Diuretic and Aperient, expels 
disease germs from the blood and per- 
spiration, and thus removes the cause. 
Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, in- 
stantly allays Itching and Inflamma- 
tion, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals 
Ulcers and sores, restores the complex- 
ion. CuTicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Re- 
quisite, is indispensable in treating skin diseases, and for rough, 
chapped or gteasy skin, blackheads, blotches and baby humors. 
Cuticura Remepigs are the only infallible blood purifiers and 
skin beautifiers. 


SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
CuticurA, 50 Cents; RESOLVENT, $1; Soap, 25 Cents. 
Prepared by Potrer DruGc Anpv Cuemicat Co., Boston, Mass. 
Send for ‘‘How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES 


AND 


TRICYCLES. 


THE POPULAR STEEDS OF TO-DAY. 
Send 3-cent stamp for illustrated catalogue. 
THE POPE M’F’G CO., 

597 Washington Street, Boston. 


THE UNITED STATES 


STANDARD BILLIARD COMPANY. 















SS — 





MANUFACTURERS OF 


ARTISTIC BILLIARD & POOL TABLES. 


Sole owners of the new and wonderful 


“TIMPERIAL CUSEXION.” 
758 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 





The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co. 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

‘The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years 
Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO. 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK, 











RUPTURE 


Relievedand cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Sete: rch New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 








$5 to $20 watts x dors caamPgsoe & Hee wall 
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THE MANGATTAN 


FOR JANUARY 


CONTAINS: 


Head of Martin Luther. Fngraved by Rout. Frontispiece. 

The Luther Monument at Worms. By J. Leonard 
Corning. 

Piti-Josi-Ba’ tiste. 
Harrison. 

At the Golden Gate. A Poem. George Parsons Lathrop. 
Woman in Modern Civilization. An important paper 
by Henry C. Pedder. 
Just for an Instant. A Poem. By Louisa Chandler 

Moulton. 
Pompei, Past and Present. By Anna Ballard. Beauti- 
fully illustrated from paintings by Cavaliere A. Scifoni. 
THE DOORKEEPER: A New Year’s Masque. 
By Edith M. Thomas. With music for songs and choruses by 
Dr. Leopold gy ch. : 
Tinkling Cymbals. Chaps. V.andVI. By Edgar Fawcett. 
The Appeal to Harold. Apcem. By H.C. Bunner. 
Creation or Evolution? A Philosophical Inquiry by 
George Ticknor Curtis. 
Recent Literature. Illustrated Books, Poetry, Fiction. 
Town Talk. The New Year—The Bartholdi Statue Exhibi- 
tion. 


Sulmagundi 
For sale by all newsdealers. Subscriptions received at principal 


bookstores or at publication office. 


$3.00 a Year. _ 25 Cents a Number. 
THE MANHATTAN MAGAZINE CQO., 


Temple Court, New York City. 


OPERA GLASSES 
BY MAIL 


FOR 
A 


A charming short story. James Albert 





Delivered to any part of the country 
at Philadelphia prices. Spectacles 
and Eye Glasses. All sights suited. 
Microscopes, Photographers’ Outfits 
for Amateurs. Catalogues Free. 


R. & J. BECK, pritadetpnia. 


PRESENT *2” 
FOUN TOGRAPH 








Always Writes. Ink Lasts 10 Days. 
ever Clogs. Pen Lasts Years. 
A PRACTICAL FOUNTAIN HOLDER, WITH AN OR- 
DINARY GOLD PEN. VERY S IMPLE. NO MA- 
CHINERY. PERFECE. 


The A. S. FRENCH Co., 


199 Broadway, (Ground Floor W. U. Telegraph Building). 








Also Sole Manufacturers of the Celebrated 
THE ONLY a POINTED STYLOGRAPHIC PEN 
N THE WORLD. 

Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 

Address Cc. F. CUNTHER be aectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 
THE TAILOR, 
Bowery, cor. Spring St., 
Holds out greater bargains than ever on account of alterations 
and adding building 194 to our 190 and 192 Bowery, 


MACEININON PENS, 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
Our entire stock must be sold before January 15th. 





Fine Trousers, to order, $4, $5, $6, and $7. 
Fine Suits, to order, $16, $20, $25, and $30. 
Overcoats, best satin trimmings throughout, $20. 


CONSUMPTION 


of cases of the worst kind and o: of long standing have been cure deed, 
80 strong ismy Ct pats its rp ,thatl willsend TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
together, witha VA ATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. Oro oddvens DR. T. 4. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N, ¥- 
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A WEEK, $12 a day at home easily made. 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


Costly outfit free. 





SPECIAL NOTICE. 
Numbers 6, 9, 10, 14, 16, 22, 25, 26, 29, 38, 53, 56, 
58, 67, 69, 72, 74, 76, 79, 85, 87 and 108 of English 





Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 


THE WAY OF IT. 
‘The wind is awake, little leaves, little leaves, 
Heed not what he says—he deceives, he de- 
ceives: 
Over and over 
To the lowly clover 
He has lisped the same love and pledged him- 
self true 
As he ’Il soon be lisping and pledging to you. 


The boy is abroad, dainty maid, dainty maid, 
Beware his soft words—I’m afraid, I’m afraid: 
He ’s said them before 
Time many a score, 
Ay, he died for a dozen ere his beard pricked 
through 
As he ’ll soon be dying, my pretty, for you. 


The way of the boy is the way of the wind, 
As light as the leaves is dainty maid-kind: 
One to deceive 
And one to believe— 
That is the way of it, year to year; 
But I know you will learn it too late, my dear. 
—John Vance Cheney, in Century. 


“Do you love me, dearest ?”’ 

These words were spoken by Algernon Mont- 
tezburg, who held in his the dainty little hand 
of Arethusa Clarendon, the only daughter of 
Squire Clarendon, of Clarendon Hall, Claren- 
donshire. Arethusa’s shapely head drooped in 
maiden modesty, but it was for a moment only; 
‘instantly she raised her head, and looking the 
young man full in the face, she fervently replied: 

“I do, Algernon, with all my heart.” 

“Thank you,” Algernon replied: “of course 
it ’s flattering to know it. I only asked out of 
curiosity, you know.” 

Thus ended the love-dream of the fair Are- 
thusa; but she makes no complaint; when the 
subject is mentioned, she merely says that she 
remained single from choice. — Boston Tran- 
script. 


“‘T wouLp rather be right than be President,” 
said Henry Clay; and President Arthur, since 
ascertaining the tone of the press on his atti- 
tude on the Mormon question, murmurs, as he 
contemplates himself in his looking-glass: “ It 
is nice to be both.”’— Somerville Journal. 


“Wuart will you think of your beautiful wife 
twenty or thirty years from now ?—that is the 
question,”’ according to Monsignor Capel. That 
is not a hard question, Monsignor Capel. Most 
likely we will think she is a much better cook 
than she was at first.— Philadelphia Call, 


At a New Jersey wedding the broad aisle of 
the church was covered with autumn leaves. 
Somebody let them fall out of a Bible, probably. 
You can’t be too careful how you search the 
Scriptures during the leaf-pressing season.— 
Boston Transcript. 


A YANKEE genius has invented an umbrella 
which cannot be stolen, The dickens! have 
we got to add another item to our bill of per- 
sonal expenses ?— Burlington Free Press. 


HAND-PAINTED suspenders are now worn; 
but lots of men will continue to hold up their 
“pants”? with a leather belt fastened with a 
shingle-nail.— Phila. Krontkle-Herald. 


An Iowa editor holds himself personally re- 
sponsible for all that appears in his paper, thus 
acknowledging himself to be frightfully stupid. 
—Beoston Post. 


HE blew into his gun to see 
If loading up it needed; 
The jury to a man agree 
The gun blew after he did. 
—Chicago Sun, 





* Among the most efficacious of remedial agents 
are the medical preparations from the laboratory 
of Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham, Lynn, Mass. 





M =TROPOLITAN OPERA HOUSE. 
GRAND ITALIAN OPERA. 
eae Director. 
‘TWENTY-NINTH AND THIRTIETH SuBSCRIPTION NiGHurTs. 
WEDNESDAY EVENING,  -& OTH 
RIDAY. EVENING, JAN. itn. 
Mmes, Christine Nilsson, Trevelli, Sembrich, Fursch-Madi, Vatleria. 
Sig. Campanini, Sig. Stagno, Sig. Del Puente, Sig. Kaschmann. 





GFAND OPERA HOUSE. 


Lessee and Manager...........- Mr. Henry E. Appey. 
For the Christmas Holidays, 
Special Engagement of the Madison Square Theatre Company. 


“HIAZEI KIRKE.” 
With the Greatest Cast yet seen in New York City 
very Evening at 8 Matinée Saturday at 2 





THE 


CHARITY BALL 


OF 1884 
WILL TAKE PLACE AT, THE 


METROPOLITAN OPERA HOUSE, 


THURSDAY, JANUARY 3rd, 
UNDER THE USUAL MANAGEMENT. 





Boxes are in charge of Mrs. Thomas Hitchcock; No. 8 East 


2gth Street. 
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ORIENTAL 
FUR RUGS. 


We have just opened some great Novelties in 
Antique, Moslem and Fur Rugs, especially se- 
lected for Holiday Presents. Our large purchases 
enable us to offer them at the lowest prices. An 
inspecticn is respectfully solicited. 


roadway A 19th ot. 


New York. 





FR AWSON'S (ic... S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 


Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
The individual wearing it will not be c ions of its p 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 
S. E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 
Saratega Springs, N. Y. 





Every Bandage 


Sold by Drnggists. 
Sen Guaranteed. 


it by mail safely. 





IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS 


So 2P’UGCSE.. 


We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck -in regular book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 


These 


covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 


mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. 


substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 


Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly interesting humorous and satirical chronicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 


volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 

and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 

bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part cf the U. S., $1.00. 

KeprLteR & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS Puck, 


21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 


























OUR FALSE PROPHET. 
“Cast Off the Old Parties and Follow Me! I’m the Only and Original Jacobs!” 





